TheHifterieof 

fomeliking,Ifltallbeoutofheart fhortly,& then I Hiall hau e 
ftrength to repent. And I bauenot forgotten what the^infuj ^ 
a Church is made of, I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe ^ 
infideofaChurch. Company, v illanous company hath b e , 
thefpoyleofmc. unc 

Bar. Str lob*, you arc fo frctfiilljyou cannot Undone. 

Fa/. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, m'aken 

merry; I was as vcrtuoufly giuer., as a Gentleman need to b* 
vertuousenough, fworelittle*, dic’d not aboucfeauen times 6 ’' 
weeke , went to Bawdy houfe notaboue once in a quarter ofT 
honre , paidc money that I borrowed there or foure times, liued 
well, and in good com palfe; and now I liuc out of all order out 
©fcotnpafte, ut 

Ear. Why, you are fo fatte, Sir John, that you mud needes be 
out of all compaire: out of all reafonable compaife, Sir John. 

Fal. Doc thru amend thy face,& lie amend my life , thou jrt 
our Admirall,thou beareft the Lanterne in the Poope, but t’isin 
the Nofe of thec,thou art theKingof the burninglampe. 

Bar. Wny Sir John, my face does you no harme. 

Fal. No, llebefworne, lmakeasgood vfeofit, asmanva 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora mementemori. I neuerleethy 
race but I thinke vpon hell fire, and Bittes that liued in Purple: 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning, Jfthcuvertany 
way giue to venue, I would /weave by rhy face ; my oath fliculd 
ue,Byttn:fire>tbaisGods ^^/:Br:t thou art altogether eiueouer- 

f° d , we " ' nd r Cd ^ r ** for fhel, g lu in t!l y face, tire Sunfteofvt- 
ter darkeneire, V Vhcn thcu run ft vp Gads-kill in the night, to 
eaten my Horfe,ifldidnotthinkethatthou hadftbeenan/w 
jatms, or a bal ofwild-fire there’s no purchale in Money. O thou 
artaperpetuallTrvumph^nd cuerlafting Bone-fire-light, thou 
haftfaued meathoufandMarkesinLinkes and Torches,* 
mg wnh theein the night betwixt Tauerne & Tauernc ; Butthe 
backethat thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights 
Sts good Cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue main- 
rainedthat Salan?anderofyours,with fire, any tune this two and 
thirtieycarcs God rew ard me for it. 

B^r. Zloud, I would my face were in yourbelly. 

Fa,. Godamcrcy,fo fhculdl belure to be heart- burnd, 

■ Ho#': 
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U.O, now, dame Tartlet the Hen.haue you enquired 
H O p>ckt my Pocket ? Eater hofi. 

^hy Sir John , what do you thinke, Sir Iohnt do you think 
1 Eeoe theeues in my houfe, 1 haue fearcht, I haue enquired, ib 
az my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantbyleruant; 
u. tiB ht of a haire was neucr loft in my houfe beiore. 

TalXz he Hofteire, Bardol was lhau’d, and loft many a haire : 
and lie befwornc my Pocketwas pickt : goeto,you are a wo- 

®%?Who P 1 defie tliec •' Gods ll S ht » 1 was ne P cr cald in 
mine owne houfe before* 

Fal. Goc to, I k now you well enough* 

Hof. No, Sir John, you doe not know me, Sir Ioh» ; I knew you 
o tyjehn, you owe me money Sir John, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it; I bought you a dozen of Shirtcs to your 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : 1 haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of them. 

H»fNow as Lam a true woman, Holland of viij.s. an ell : you 
owe money heere befides, Sir I elm, for your diet, and by drink- 
ings, and mony lent you^xxiiij. pound. 

Fal . He had his part ofit, let him pay. 

Hof. He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing. 

FaU How ; poore? looke vpon his face: What caliyou rich? 
let them cbine his Hole, let them coine his cheek es, lie not pay 
adenyer ; what,willyou make a younker of me ? /ball I not take 
mineeafe in mine Inne, but 1 fhail haue my pocket pickt t i haue 
ioft a fe'ale Ri . ig of my Grandfathers worth fortje mai ke* 

Hof. O Iefu, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

pa/.'Howj the is a lacke, a fr. caK-cu p : Zbloud and hec 

were here,! would cudgel him like a Dog, if he wemd fay fo* 
Enter the Prince marching, and Falflaljfe meets httn 
P Lying on his Tri-inchior, like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaithj 
Mult we all march ? 

Bar . Yea, two and two ; Newgate fafhiou. 

Hof. My Lord, 1 pray you hcare me. 






